THE  SPANISH  WAR
Major de Sahs, and the giant figure of Captain Delgado,
with his smiling ruddy face, and his ready joke. We had
been in trouble—the journalists—about having come so
far, but we felt that we had now been excused and stayed
on On the crests and slopes from one to three hundred
yards away were the vigilant Moors of General Varela's
escort, mostly men approaching six feet, rifle in hand,
scrutinising every movement. The reason was that
during the whole of these engagements the lines were so
tenuous and so scattered, and General Varela and his
staff pressed so continuously almost into the front line of
the fighting, that due precautions had to be made lest a
sudden surprise counter-attack or a hidden party of the
enemy might not attempt a raid on General Varela and
his staff. I must say that I do not believe there is any
Red commander capable of preparing or carrying out
so bold a scheme.
Once again the terrain falls before us in gentle slopes,
stubble fields and olive groves, with here and there a farm
and the blue asphalted road with its curves outlined by
the familiar red and white fence. Along the road were
the lines of motor transport in the fields, the Light artillery
with their caterpillar tractors bunched behind in a hollow,
just where the horses would have been in the olden days.
Further forward were the dotted lines of infantry, with
here and there, the first time I have seen them in numbers
in open battle of this nature, larger and darker spots—
the whippet tanks used to destroy the enemy's barbed
wire. White puffs showed that the enemy, too, were
busy, and one held one's breath as the puffs seemed to
rise straight from a little group of living, moving dots, and
felt relieved when they moved calmly on as if nothing
had happened.
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